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HE Call when to Conſummate VIRTUE given, 
| Death only robs the World to enrich Heay'n 
80 ſtrange the Subject does our Tears ee A 
We weep at that which gives the Angels Joy : 
To ſuch hard Laws muſt Mortal Sorrows bow, 
When all our Plaints are for a Heav'n-crown'd Brow ! 
We Cypreſs Wreaths, they Starry Chaplets twine : 
The FUN'RAL and the CORONATION Joyn. 

| Why then does Grief to theſe bleſt Objects turn? 
Les PIETY, LOVE, DUTY, till muſt mourn : 
The Mounting SAINT in th' Eyes She leaves below 
Io ſtagg' ring Nature gives that parting Blow, 
We can't ev'n with Eternal Joys diſpenſe, 
But ſhrink and ſtart, with a too tender Senſe, 
Ev'n at the Summons of Omnipotence. 
Such were the Mourning's here. And, oh, to turn 
To the true melting Eyes that wait her Um; 
See firſt her WOOLPs young HEIR, his Infant Tears, 
Once her beſt Care of Twelve Fair Blooming Years, 
| His early Dawn deckt with each ſhining Ray, 
The borrow'd Beams from her Maternal Sway. 

Behold Him thus at LEARNING's Sacred Fount. 
*Tis with thoſe Plumes that ſuch young Eaglets mount. 
Turn next t' her VIRGIN NURSERY , fee there 

The Nobleſt Treaſures that enzich the FAIR 
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| Tho' bleſt with all the Sweets that cou'd adorn 

| Their tender Blooms in Nature $ ſmiling. Morn, 5 

Reſolv'd their MINDS thoſe. Beauties ſhou'd outſhine, | 
She deckt them with thoſe Ornaments divine, 
To their Young Breaſts each radiant GRACE inſti'd, 
Worthy the Lovely Angel Mould they fill'd. 


| "Thoſe dear Remains of LOVE, with all their Charms, "2M 


That once ſo bleſt a Happy MOTHER's Arms, 
Are Copies ſhall th' Original renew, - 

And make the Stock Immortal whence they grew. - 

And thus to her Eternal Requiem led, M 
| She lives ev'n in thoſe Eyes 'that mourn her Dead. 

Nor is't enough (here that juſt Grief we owe) 

From her own VEINS theſe briny Currents flow. 

Alas her Funeral Tribute not her own 8 

Domeſtick narrower Walls confin'd alone, 

Within that only Sphere ſo nearly felt: 

See evn the Eyes of diſtant Sorrow melt. 

1. Rural BARNET, midſt thy Groves and Plains, 

| Down to thy pooreſt Claſs of humble Swains, 


All from one Source their Mournful Tribute ſhed, 
Their Honourable PATRON ESS now Dead; 


Whilſt ſuccour'd Poverty, reliev'd Diſtreſs, 
And the fed Mouths ſhall her Remembrance bleſs. 
Sure in her Charitable Veins there ran 
The Spirit of the Good Samaritan. 
Nay ſo nurſt up in MERC L's tend reſt School, 
Kind as the ANGEL at Betheſda J Pool. 

Nor wonder that her CHARITY ſo ſhin'd; 
Beneath her Roof Compaſſi on came by Kind: 


| Thoſe Sympithetick VIRTUES ſure She bore 
From her late LIFE's Beſt HALF: Such was her FOOLFE baſins: : 
Her WOOLFE neer deaf to Miſery's fad Sounds; 
Nor flow to pour the Balm in bleeding Wounds : 
IWOOLFE where thoſe Conſtellated Graces * d, . N 
Profuſely Good, and even Divinely Kind. 4 

| What. inſpir'd Muſe does that Great Subje& call, 

To View the ſniling Clients of his Hall! 
Oh CHARITY, what Monuments doſt thou build! 

No Trophies like the hungry Heads well fill'd | 

V. OOLF 8 Kitchin Warmth to ſuch cheer'd Mouths, aſpires 
To perfume Heaw n, like mounting Altar Fires. 

But ſince my Muſe to that Dead WORTHY juſt, 
A Head long ſleeping in his Bed of Duſt, 
Thou wak'ſt his Honourable NAME, to joyn 
His dying RELICT in her Dirge Divine 3 
Strew here ſome Sweets too. Sing with what bleſt Gales 
The fair LEVANT long ſaw his hoiſted Sails. 
Whilſt the Proud CROSS his Albion Streamers wore, 
His Cargoes from the Wealthy CRESCENT bore. 
_ *Twas thus his active Race of Life he run: 
AUGUSTA n&er could boaſt a Worthier SON. 
For, lo, ſhe ſaw his Canvas Wings unfurld, 
Long Viſitants of the Aſiatick World, 

Whether the Diamond 30 his Rocky Birth, 

Or the Rich Oar from the dig'd Veins of Earth, 
Or the bright Pearl from the div'd Oceans Womb, 
Or Silkworm's wondrous Spiniſtry from her Loom, 
All joyn tos twine the MERCHANT's Thred of Gold. 

Oh INDUSTRY in thy fair Liſt enroll, 
Waat 


What N Name more Rind then OOE TEE? Well might it pine 
When ſuch bright VIRTUES did his Breaſt refine. 
Tho buiſy COMMERCE his Foundation laid, 
And tr her Commands his long Devoirs he were | 
Not to her Toyls his whole yow'd Life he gave: 
No; J Induſtry” Devote, but not her Slave; 
Enough, his double Task to reconcile, os” 
Fortune he ſaw had rais d his Wealthy Pile, 
And ſtopt his Race ev'n in her kindeſt Smile. 
” orth from the noiſy CITY's s buzzing Hive, 
For the calm Sweets a retired Life can give, ... 
Content fate down amidſt his plenteous Store; * : 
Nor like the drudging Miſer graſpt for more. 
Thus his dear BARNET's Halcion Bowr prepar d, 
Though his Youth ſweat, his Silver Brows he ſpar'd. 
His unbent Cares thus ſtoln to this Retreat, 
From all the Toil and Tumults of the Great, 
His ſtudious Life his retir'd Hours beſtow i 
Betwixt his F riends, his Cloſet, . and his GOD. 
And here behold, | ſuch his Deſporick Rule, 
His Family all one fair VIRTUES School ; 
Beſt HUSBAND, PARENT, MAST ER FRIEND; his Sway 
So gentle, that beneath ſo warm a Nay, | 
As Angels ſerve in Heav'n *twas Glory to 8 
Here to ſuch WORT H fuch ſmiling Bleſlings- given, CEE 
Firſt, they deſerve, and then receive from Heay n. 1 
Such GOODNESS and ſuch JUSTICE. That Rich Breaſt 
Sure ev'n the whole Divine ASTREA bleſt. 


So Juſt, no clam'rous Cries e'er throng'd his Sate; 85 
Nor did tired Patience at his Levee wait. 
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His true Triumphant \Chatior never troll 13 
In glittering Harneſſes of unpaid» Gold, | 
No unrewarded Architects wet Eyes 

Look'd up to ſee his Coſtly Turrets iriſe, 

His Raphael and his Titian Flands can boaſt 

They never mourm d their Pencil Labours loſt. 

Murmurs were Sounds - his Walls did never bear: 

The Thanks, the Knee, the Bleſſing, and the Prayer, 

Were all his grateful Clients Tribute there. 

This WORTHY, when his lateſt Breath relign'd, 

He left the PARTNER of his JOYS behind, 

Elijab like, He from che World withdrew, 

And dropt the ſpirited Mantle as He flew. 

His mourning Turtle of her Mate | bereft, 

Had thus his tranſmigrated VIRTUES -left ; 

And the wet Eyes which now her Loſs. deplore, 

Do but repeat the Tears they ſhed before. 

Thus her ſad FAMILY's Rich Odours ſpread, 

Their ſcatter'd Sweets ſtrew'd o'er her dying Head, 

Are all but her Domeſtick Tribute paid. 

For yet ſtill Richer Piles of Incenſe, turn 

To all the Hundred Mourners at her Urn. 

'Tis the fed Mouths. the Sighs- and Tears they bring, 

'Tis they the Nobleſt Dirge of Honour ſing. 

'Tis thus her Memory her Duſt: ſurvives : 

So ſung, She dyed ; ſo ner forgot, She lives. 
Thus far, my Muſe, thou only haſt diſplayd 

Her humbler VIR FUES, the Diſcharge She made 

Of what t' her Friends, or to the World ſhe owed. 

Look higher up to what She paid her G00. 
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Whoſe Wing neer flags before She falls and dies. 


| Without a Fear ' dares face Eternity. 


And dies but everlaſtingly to live; 
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Yes to what Heights did her” DEVOTION rife; fond, 5 ors 22] 
Like the unwearied Bird of Paradiſe, „VVV | 


Let the World's loudeſt Herauldry proclaim 

A DEBORAH, or valiant FUDITH's Fame: 1 
Beyond the Lawrels which their Temples crown'd, 
A Nobler Trumpet ſhall her Praiſe reſound. IF. 
The Boldeſt WORTHY. of the Sex is She N. 


She that prepar'd the King of Terrours ſtands, 
And bares her Breaſt to the Deſtroyers Hands, 
Defies the utmoſt Wounds that Death can give, 


Wo 


Looks up os Omnipotence with Eagles Eyes. 
*Tis in that Liſt of HEROINES She dies. d 
; When ſuch Fair Light muſt © bleſs the Earth no more, 


But back t it's Heavy? n its borrowed Beams reſtore, 


The Call was almoſt needleſs when 'twas given:: 


She was half there, &er ſhe ſet out for Heav n. 


Jes, ye Great Guardians round th' Eternal Throne, 


Receive her to your Arms, receive your own, 


Warm'd with Devotions ſweeteſt Altar-Coal : 


Receive a Mind ſo heautified, a Soul. 

So wing'd for the high Joys where She aſpires, 
She comes no Stranger to th' Angelick. Choirs. 
No, ſo well taught to kneel, ſo taught t' adore 
Her Pious Breaſt that Heav'nly Muſick bore, 
That HALLEIU 74HS were her Song before. : 
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